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Adieu, the day is dawning, my candles pale. For three hours I have been writing to you, line after line, hoping that in each you would hear the cry of a true friendship, far above all petty and transitory irritations, infinite as heaven, and incapable of thinking it can ever change, because all other sensations are below it. Of what good would intellect be if not to place a noble thing on a rock above us, where nothing material can touch it?
But this would lead me too far. The proofs are waiting, and I must plunge into the Augean stable of my style, and sweep out its faults. My life offers nothing now but the monotony of work, which the work itself varies. I am like the old Austrian colonel who talked about his gray horse and Ms black horse to Marie Antoinette ; sometimes I am on one, sometimes on the other; six hours on the " Ruggieri," six hours on " L'Enfant Maudit," six hours on " La Vieille Fille." From time to time I rise, I contemplate that ocean of houses which my window overlooks, from the Ecole Militaire to the Barriere du Tr6ne, from the Pantheon to the ICtoile; and then, having inhaled the air, I go back to my work. My apartment, on the second floor is not yet vacant; I play at garret; I like it, like the duchesses who eat brown bread by chance. There is not in all Paris a prettier garret. It is white and coquettish as a grisette of sixteen. I shall make a bedroom of it to supplement mine in case of illness ; for below I sleep in the passage, in a bed two feet wide which leaves only room to pass. The doctors say it is not unhealthy; but I am afraid it is. I need much air; I consume it enormously. My apartment costs me seven hundred francs. I shall be no longer in the National Guard; but I am still pursued by the police and the etat-major for eight days in prison. Not going out of the house, they cannot'catch me. My apartment is taken under another name than mine [that of his doctor], and I am living ostensibly in a furnished hotel.